TRUMPET VOLUNTARY
as they arc tireless, they gain the same shining reputation for courage,
valour, gallantry, dash, pluck and guts. The last two are easily
the favourites in use: "Ah, but you can't deny that little woman's
got pluck I" And: "Say what you like''—we have been saying
what we like; fat lot of use!—"that girl's got guts; I admire a
girl with guts/' Of no avail to argue with the inevitable male
chorus that we too admire guts, but that guts and pluck presuppose
fear conquered, not fear non-existent. The answer to that, as sadly
we know already, will be: "Ah, you're jealous !"
Yes, we are jealous.  Of course we are. Watching these feminine
engines of destruction, watching how they function, how sure
they are of the right response, how they sacrifice nothing, help
no one but themselves, but help themselves to hell and get away
with it; watching while the rough is made smooth for them, the
obstacles are removed for them—"Put that on my account", they
will say, amused—we know well that the account will never be
presented.   Somebody will pay it, who cares ?  Not the Estraperlos,
adepts at not caring, and monstrously not caring how they hurt,
'where they hurt and when they hurt.   They leave behind them
a trail of wounded, while they go up and up, taking everything
and giving nothing;   giving not even a moment of gratitude;
deflecting all the available attention, all the rays of the sun; human
lungs need a little, but they, basking sharks, can never absorb
enough;   taking the very air from other women's breathing,
taking the grain from other women's sustenance, taking the credit
for other women's labour, taking reality and smearing it with
counterfeit   And because they take the sun and the air, the credit
and the attention, the praise and the sacrifice and the sustenance,
because they are the life-takers and win nearly every time over
the life-givers, we who live in Heartbreak House have to believe
in Heaven, for here the life-givers whom we love will at last take
precedence.
You will recognize the life-givers down here on earth, not from
any special mark of their personality, but by die effect they have
on you. When they come into the room they lift the atmosphere,
when other friends with as much animation and vivacity let it
drop with a dull thud. For animation and vivacity are by no
means the same as life-giving vitality. The vivacious woman is
using it for herself all the time; she delights in its effect (her effect
on me is to make me feel glum); she returns from a party
exhilarated by the sure conviction that she has been a succ£s fou.
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